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WESTERN PENITENTIARY OF PENNSYLVANIA. 


Tis handsome building, erected in 1825 by an act of the State Legislature, is situated on the 
West Public Commons of Allegheny City. It is an edifice of considerable grandeur and imposing 
appearance, as will be seen from the opposite plate. The towers, four in number, are fifty feet 
high ; and the walls twenty-five. It comprises three wings; the middle containing one hundred 
and four cells, and the two at the sides respectively seventy-six; amounting in all to two hundred 
and fifty. It occupies ten acres of ground—nearly three of which are enclosed by the walls. The 
number of prisoners confined in it at present is one hundred and forty-six, five of whom are femalea. 
Various kinds of labor are performed; the proceeds of which, during the year 1842, according to 
the report of the Inspectors kindly furnished us by the present Warden, Major Beckham, amounted 
to four thousand four hundred and forty-nine dollars and eighty-six cents, over all expenses, for fuel 
and clothing, subsistence, and all other snecegsaries. ‘The whole number of prisoners ad- 
mitted since the first one, in 1826, to the first January, 1842, amounts to nine hundred and fifteen, 
pembracing seven hundred and forty-seven white males, fifteen white females, one hundred and 


“thirty-two colored mules, and twenty-one colored females. 


THE WAYSIDE SPRING. 


———— 


BY MISS E A. & 





Beside the dusty wayside, where no tree, | Leaning s0 low, her long, bright ringlets swept 
No flower, nor grass, relieved the traveler’s eye, The sunny waters. 

There rose a tiny fountain. clear and cool. The roseate hue deepened upon her cheek, 
Upon its banks, one morn, I marked a child As with fixed eye, and half suspended breath, 
She sought to learn the cause of the br ght sands A wanderer, and a woman. 

Boiling and eddying round, in ceaseless play. Her tears, unheeded, fell into the streem ; 

I left them thus, the springlet and the g'rl, Whose beauty was a mystery no more; 

And traveled long and far, in fore'gn lands. For the fair child and lady sad were one 
When home return ng, my unconse ous steps Ah me! the happy ignorance of the young, 
Led me again unto the “ Wayside Spring.” How ill exchanged for that consuming lore, 

A being sat beside iit, whose pale brow, Which steals the sunlight from the icyous heart 





And travel-soiled dress, told a sad inle— 
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THE LAST LE'T'VTER 


bY THE BORD 


ER MINSTREL. 


It is no very uncoinmon thing for the world at 
large to consider weak se! fishness as the cause of 


many a noble act and laudable deed, perhaps in | 


themeelves derogatory and censurable, when, in 
fact, if the connection of circumstances which 


5 
originated them be impartially considered, the 
voluminous ledger of praiseworthy commendation 
which man holds ready open before his fellow- 
mat could not contain the spontaneous credit 
which the worid’s applatise would willingly trans- 
fertohis account. This sorrowful correction and 
mournful repentance generally come to light too 
late to be useful. Man seems ever ready to follow 
up the faltering footsteps of circumstantial sus- 
Picion, but to retract an unpardonable opinion, to 
recede from that fatal position, which he has been 
led to assure by the false admonition of accidental 
inconsistency, and profess himself ready to be rec- 
onciled by an humble, unqualified recantation. in 
believing himself restricted to assist his tellow 
traveler in distress, under the rules of mere mo- 
rality, and consider himself, to some extent at 
least, his “brother’s keeper ;” we say, even to 
consent to exercise but this pitiful share of benev- 
olence, is generally more than stern, stubborn, 
depraved human nature can be compeiled to sub- 
mit to. Every stigma must be efiaced, every 
stain must be wiped away, and the corroded spot 
which has so long s!lumbered under the imagin- 
ary infamy, must glitter and sparkle with thorough 
regeneration; then when once more you glide 
peacefully and prosperously upon the calin waters 
of unruffled success, hosts of sycophants will bow 
before you, and friends come forward to bid you 
welcome. 


We know it is as natural to love one’s self as’! 


to breathe, but hatred certainly should work by 


a different rule. Can you censure the miserable. 


suicide with half that bitter opprobrium that the 
deed of self-murder at first elicits, when a little re- 
flection draws out his unpropitious condition be- 
fore you? Yesterday he was a millionaire; to- 
day he isa beggar! One year ago he stood fore- 
most in the ranks of fashion, was courted and ad- 


mired by the community at least; led after him’ 


{the most polished circles, and actually lived the 
life of a prince. Now he slumbers in the dun- 
| eons of obscurity--2 helpless victim of the gob- 
| let’s fumes, and a degraded outcast of ungrateful 
{soci ty. But was that tribunal, to whose judg- 
ment he is indebted for this proscription, actually 
prepared to testity that the cause of his sudden 
misfortune was to be attributed to his own weak- 
ness, and not to some other unfathomable mystery 
which he felt himself unab!e to combat with? 
That friend whom yeu once so much admired, 
and who, in turn, often rewarded you with acts 
of kindness, but whom you have indiscriminately 
abandoned, on account of having discovered him 
to be guilty of slight injustice, or perhaps an un- 
worthy act towards you, Is it your sincere belief 
that such conduct is in accordance with justice ? 
Undoubtedly not; by this time at least. No 
man is infallible, and what one individual may 
consider the true spirit of equity, may unflinch 
ingly be stamped with the broad signet of injus- 
tice by another. 

Again. He may be the poor, unhappy, miser- 
able, deluded wretch, that once floated upen the 
soaring pinions of hope with promising flight to- 
wards the temple of Cupid; but by sudden and 
unforeseen calamities, has. been banished from tr 
eourts of this Fairy Elisium. He may be a man 
of acknowledged abilities and understanding. His 
mind may be one of the most promising intellects, 
whilst hisjud¢ment and sound sense may be rev- 
erenced as transcendent by the community in 
which he lives. But then the fatal canker has 
done its work. ‘That predominant principle 
which once so eminently qualified him to act the 
man, has been disrobed of its flourishing bloom, 
and now droops in the ice-bound garden of rest- 
jessness, whilst its withered filaments exercise an 
incontrovertible influence in rendering him an 
established fool. That invincible passion, Love, 
‘like unto Plato’s position in reference to the im- 
| mortal soul, it has discovered in another object its 
“better ha /,” for which it has often searched, 
and to which it now burns to be united. But, 


alas! an impassable gulf forms the dreaded bar- 
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rier; and no possibility, not even a hope, is seen of a porch that formed the front of the building, 
in the distance, to drown his discouragement. lwrapped up in deep thought. After being seated 
Once brought to this, he is no longer himself. |for some time beside him, I becamé curious to 
A deep brooding gloom hangs around, and de-| know the cause of his ennui, and in a depress- 
presses him; and the only relief he finds himselfjed tone inquired if aught ailed him. But he 
capable of realizing is a passage to Death over the |seemed not to heed my inquiries, even when re- 
waves of destruction in the cliding shallop of dis- | peated several times; and the only answer I re- 
sipation. | ceived, was his determined silence, occasionally 
Well, how is he to be proceeded with? Oh, |interrupted by half inaudible sobs, and long trem- 
as a matter of course, he deserves to be deeply |bling sighs; unt at length he erose from his 
censured. He is a profiigate. a sot, a gambler, a ‘seat, and proposed a walk, which was cordially 
debauchee! who could ever Giink of associating | accepted. 
with such a character?) Away with him beyond| We proceeded together, arm in arm, in silence, 
the pale of society ; he’s a fit companion for the through the streets to a considerable distance from 


bride. Shame on thee, Humanity! Crimson thy | town, still being not a whit the wiser of his in- 
countenance with the veil of cuilt, trembling In-/tention. Feeling more than usual interest in his 
justice! Black as Egyptian darkness are your|strange conduct, I again pressed him for an ex- 
deeds, whilst the infamous degradation on which! planation relative to his obstinate freak of eccen- 
you slumber, and the foul machinations by which |tricity ; but all in vain. However, I surmised 
you co-operate, shall yet be reveaied by the pure|some design of moment must be pending over 
fires of Judgment! |him, es he appeared fully equipped for a journey; 

We have been led to the preceding reflections, | for he carried beside him a smal! bundle covered 
disconnected and wandering as they are, by re-| with a handkerchief, which, in my anxiety, in at- 
curring, a short time since, to an interesting inci-| tempting to ferret out the cause of his melancholy, 


dent which once came under our observation. I had heretofore overlooked. 
Several years azo I became acquainted with a! We had now reached a point in the national 
young man who was then busily engaged in pre-jroad, (which passed a short distance from the 


paring himself to enter upon a lucrative profes- place ef our residence,) and he halted, looking 


sion. George —-—- was then about twenty-five | steadfastly on the ground for some moments, 
years of age. His personal appearance was very|when he procesiicd to unburthen his grief, by 
prepossessing, whilst his education and accom-j giving me the cesired information. 

plishments were of the first order. Ife was ad- «+ You now see before you,” said he, “a being 
mired and respected by all who knew him, and it | than whose condition a more deplorable one can- 
is certainly a truth, that no young individual ever not be imagined. Whatever may be the good 


had more flattering auspices to be: 


kon him on-' portion held out by the wise disposition of Provi- 
ward to the enterprise of Jif. His studies had!dence for man to embrace as he passes through 
been nearly completed, and he was now anxiously life, mine has been the miserable lot never to be 
approaching the dreaded ordeal of an examina-|so fortunate as to perceive it. Deprived very 


tion. ‘early of fond parents, and cast out upon the merey 

A sudden change had come over him. UHcejof mankind, helpless and destitute, to gather the 
was no longer the high-minded, love-inspiring | crembs of charity, carelessly scattered by the rich. 
young student. He became a regular visitant of| Por years f have struggled with all the adverse 
the gaming table, the rum sa’cons, and other! missiles Time’s machinations have invented to 


haunts of crawling vice. His disposition was|hurl against me, with heart-sickening success. 


entirely changed. He was no longer the genteel! |[nch by inch have I combatted with the tran- 
polite, affable gentleman. UHozor and fame seem-|scendent adversary, the winding path of exist- 
ed to him a heritage never to be possessed. In/cnce. But now he triumphs as victor over me; 


a 


short, in the space of three months he had expe jand | feel that the only alternative left me, is to 


rienced that shuddering leap men often are driven | yield the victory, and obscurely falter back from 
to——from respectability to disgrace ! ithe arena, at length to be swallowed up by the 
It was a beautiful moonlizht evening, toward irful maelstom of despair. 


' 1! 1 « 


the close of summer, that I called to see him at} “One year ago I fancied myself happy; 


und even congratulated my once triumphant 


his boarding-house. He was seated at one end 
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powers in having obtained a great conquest. But 
this cessation was only to reat me for still severer 
trials. The bright plain on which I then rested, 
was surrounded on every side “ with glaring grif- 
fins ready set,” to spring forward and overwhelm 
me at the first signal. Alas! the earthquake 
came and shook the mountain ere warning could 
reach me. I felt itss!ow, trembling quiver through 
my limbs. Around me I saw on every side the 
last retreat tottering to the ground, and disappear- 
ing forever. Already I felt myself sinking; and 
soon the crumbling platform gave way beneath 
me, plunging me deeper than ever into the ruins 
of misery and the brands of life! 

To be a little more explicit then, Virginia, you 
know to whom I have paid unremitting attention 
for several years, and who loved me as never 
woman loved, is soon to be united, contrary to 
her wishes, to another. Her father discovered 
our intention, and rather than see us both enjoy 
the purest happiness, he prides himself in kind- 
Jing up in each bosom a burning bonfire, whose 
torments shail never cease. I was poor; Virginia 
is an heiress; and although she cheerfully pro- 
fesses herself ready to sacrifice every distinction, 
yet the aged tyrant must needs have a millionaire 
to take charge of his daughter. 

Oh! such galling infamy is worse than I can 
bear. Such miserly ungratefulness crushes at 
once my desponding spirit. Would to Heaven I 
had never breathed, or had only been sufficiently 
discreet to turn aside the paralyzing stroke.” 

“ Here is a ietter,” continued he, handing me 
a package, “ which I wish you to deliver to her, 
and say that it is the last letter we can ever hope 
to pass between us. Don’t neglect your commis- 
sion; we may perhaps see each other again.” 

Here I ventured to move towards a log that lay 
by the way-side, on which I seated myself, and 
commenced unfolding the parcel, when out drop- 
ped a letter, and 2 small fiat box. I immediately 
perceived that it contained a miniature, and by 
the bright moonlight spent some time in scrutini- 
zing it. It was none other than a likeness of 
himself, designed as a last memento to her whom 
he yet hoped, but dared never expect, to see. 

A short time elapsed, and, thinking that he 
was beside me, I turned to ask a more full ex- 
planation of the affair, but—he was gone. I 
searched all around, and called loudly for him, 
but received no answer. After visiting a high 
part of the road not far from where we halted, 








concludimg that he must cither be hoaxing me, or 
have returned home, I returned to the village. 

He was no where to be found; and noneknew 
whither he had went. I was, however, not long 
in knowing the contents of the letter he had di- 
rected to Virginia; it being carelessly folded, and 
in the wrapper in which it was enveloped, he 
lirected me to use it. (being a very intimate 
fiiend,) and then, atter sealing it, to deliver it 
safely. The letter even interested me. Its pure 
pathos ; the thrilling sentiments and exalted pas- 
sion with it vividly portrayed; whilst the awful 
eonflicting crisis of feeling and duty, conveyed 
with so much heart-felt sincerity, at once con- 
spired to stamp it upon my memory with an in- 
delible impression. And as our readers, no doubt, 
will be curious to know its contents, with his own 
permission I have concluded to lay it before them; 
hoping, at the same time, that in perusing it, they 
may not forget that —— 

“The best of men are fools in love.” 
“ Dearest Virginia, 

« The fearful hour which I have 
long looked for, with trembling dread, has at 
length arrived. The veil is at length drawn 
aside, revealing a scene on which I dere not gaze 
without trepidation, clothed in all the startling 
iorrors of torturing gloom. In vain dol grasp 
the leaping shadows of fluttering thought, and 
clench. the broken vehicles on whica to send it 
forth, that thou mightiest read my misery, but no 
celief, not even words are mine, wherewith to 
draw the weak and lifeless form which might con- 


tain my wretchedness. Yours may be the lot of 


tranquil joy and happiness, but mine is now the 
doomed condition where man is bound in chains 
of writhing agony, and truly feels through every 
drooping pulse, “ 

+The pain without the peace of death.’” 

«The busy pen of the light-hearted poet may 
hover around the putrid cell of human woe, and 
paint with all the brilliancy of sparkling intellect, 
a glowing vision of every lamp that’s lighted by 
iMliction, and then but scarcely penetrate the sur- 
face of my sufferings. ‘The elastic thread of bit- 
terness so deeply entwined around me would be 
but half unraveled; whilst nothing save the most 
pointed experience can ever probe its mystery 
with effect. The artist’s picture, but the imagined 
wrototype of what humanity can endure; mine 
»wn likeness, a burning panorama beyond whose 





without learning what had become of him, and 


borders a more awful crucifixion does not extend. 
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Oh! the agonizing grief! the excruciating tor- 
ture that stings my vitals with its thousand 
darts! Is it the lot of man to suffer half the pain 
that now burns within me? 

« Ah! Virginia, never can memory overlook 
that blissful moment in which we first became 
affianced. Luna, then clothed in all the majesty 
of si: very splendor, smiled, together with her myr- 
iad of hosts of ‘lesser lights,’ upon her faithful 


innocence ; whilst from the sacred altar ascended | 


the breathless vow, which now stands registered 
on the rolis of eternity. 
complete. 


Then was our happiness 
Our cup of bliss stood overflowing by 
the crystal fount of pure but short-lived ecstacy! 
* Another moment and the last phantom of 
that pleasant dream shall have vanished. But 
one more angel of that inspiring group lingers 


behind for adoration. Ati have been driven away 


in a fleeting spleen, and naught remains to tell of | 


their existence. Sweet lingerer, stay thy foot- 


steps a moment longer. ‘Thine is the power to 
send me one single drop of comfort; and also 
thine is the commission to damn me forever. 

« But even now I see thy foot raised to the 
portal’s steep in order to take thy exit. Steel- 
clad reality bounds forward with a hurried pace, 
and flings her mantle o’er the vision bidding hope 


depart. ‘Then once forever, fair one, spirit of my 





existence, now my death, fare thee » Heaven! 
and has it then indeed been brought to this? Do 
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I really dream, or is the vision of life in disguise? 

Must then the dreaded word be spoken, and that 
| the last forever? Ruler of weeping jusiice, stay 
‘the fatal sentence. Grant but another moment to 
| prepare before the pending shock, ere that I fall 
| convulsively beyond compassion’s reach, and that 
| long dreaded, final sigh, shail have escaped my 
lifeless lips ! 
| «Alas! alas! repentance comes too late. This 
| caviling availeth nothing now—the fiat has gone 
| forth never to be re-called. ‘Then ‘fare thee 
well forever; and if forever, fare theé well.’ 


“« GEORGE _ 





| Shortly after she had received this letter, Vir- 
| ginia was compelled to bestow her hand upon a 
| person whom | had every reason to believe, she 
| never could bestow her aflections; and soon after- 
| wards they removed to the South. My unfortu- 
| nate friend had effected his departure with so 

much cautiousness, that every one was ignorant 
,of his destination. It was with considerable sur- 
|prise that I received, a short period since, the 
first letter from him,—post-marked « TEXAS” 
_—in which he informed me of his recent marriage 
‘to a “very highly intelligent and respectable 
| young lady ;” also noticing his resolute determi- 
| nation to take the best advantage of a worthless 
| bargain, by flinging away, in a Jand of strangers, 
| the last remant of his ruined existence ! 


‘ 


ay 


DRAMATIC SKETCH. 


SY THUR BUCKEYE BARD. 


(Concluded from page 72.) 


Lar. What! 
France brand me a traitor! It is false. 
A rebel clan.—a faction, stained with blood 
Of her best citizens, has dared in open 
Outrage to her will to assume the sapass n 

F iShy 

Sceptre of rebellion and to plunge 
The deadly dagger in ner vitals, France 


Call me atraitor! Let the balmy breeze 


That floats above your loathsome citadel 
| But cross her borders laden with the charge 
| Which thy foul lips have breathed against her name, 
| And ere to-morrow’s sun shall sink behind 
The western sea, her noble nature will 
| lave roused at the aspersion, and her ancient 
chivalry shall tell the tale anew. 


That populace, beneath the thunder of 
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Whose cannon tottered the huge walls of that + Aud seem what they donot. If such be thy 
Cursed hold of tyrants, the Bastile, and tell Nobility, may heaven stay the time 

To dust. wil! shake the deep foundations of When I shall need jis aid; nay, rather let 
The great Gantabrians with the ceho of Me toil behind the plongh companion of 


Their fury. and the moulderng rocks of Olmutz “ne honest bind than meanly stoop 
Shall resound thro’ ail her loathsome dungeons “o actonso unworthy. Withdraw. I pray 
The wild shouts of Liberty. antil 


‘hee, L would rather far commune with my 
hier irowning turrets, reeling in the m'ghty 


Own heart in pleasing ‘oneliness than give 


Whirlwind of triumphant freedom, fall Thee audience. 
Beneath the weight of their own despotism, 

* And what the Bastile is Olmutz shall be. Emp Indeed! thou taik’st as tho 
Go, tell him this, or rather hear ’t thyself, Thou wert King! Emperor, Lord, the Ruler of 
For well I know that ‘neath that base disguise The elements! Infatuated worn! 
Breathes Avustria’s haughty mouarch, or I had Remember where thou art. Think on thy chains. 


Not thus stooped io converse with menials. 
Lar. Think on my chains! I do, and, thinking, feel 


Emperor (throwing off his d'sguise). Hat hem fall trom their loosed lockets, at the sound 
Not speak with menials! so you’re not the wild Of Liberty. 
Republican enthusiast that your 
Past life would make you. It was not for freedom Er. What! Dar’st thou think of that? 


You so bravely fought, but glory! and 


. +: a ee JAF. Aye, and expect ittoo. 
You've womit! Give me your hand, we're friends. La ye, and expect ittoo 








LaF. Hold! not so fast. “Tis not the humble peasaut Exp, From whence ? 
I despise, but the mean sordid wretch es euils Blediven 
Whose sycophantic soul so sink beneath 
The lowest ‘orm of Manhood, and steeped in Emp. Vain hope! Heaven does not lend its aid agains? 
The very dregs of selfishness, that he Phe powers by itself ordained! if thou 
Can basely bow beneath a tyrant’s nod. Expectest it, will surely disappoint 
Were ’t not for his vile cringing thou hadst never "hee. therefore ‘twould be wise in thee to cease 
Vorn a diadem, or swayed the wand ihy insolence, and learn thy proper station 
Of power. Him thou despisest, and him J Slave. I aim thy master, yield then thy 
Detest. Thou, because full well thou knowest, spirit ard subm't in silence to 
arte That tho’ to-day he ‘awns with well feigned hy tate, nor longer dare jusu!t the clemency 
Reverence to do thy bidding, ’tis bui as | That lengthens out thy | ttle thread 
The adder fawns ;—to-morrow—iiay, to-nigiit | Of life beyond thy deserts. {Exit Emp. 
Perchance the passing hour he may plunge 
His deadly fangs into thy bosom, should | Tar. (Alone.) Stay. God of 





Caprice or avarice hold tort! a more i 

Alluring bait to his inconstant heart. 

Him ! despise for turning traitor to 

His kind and leaguing with oppression; not 

In the black catalogue of erime appears 

6 Maaiatter a red hv me ie ‘ . = 

A name more ferfully abhorred by men Phy righteousness Vain, unthinking mec rtal, vested 

Andangels. Judas-like he’d sell his friend iar 
' 
j 
| 
' 


| Justece, stay thy thunder-bolt, 


Nor heed the idle vauniing of a senseless 


Worm, who, blasphemously arrogating 
Thy prerogative, can dare to wreak 


Unvoked vengeance on the imave of 






+} little hriaf it] ite 
« Wot a tilt riei iNOTLy 
His soul, his country and his God, for pels More transient than the morning sunbeams. or 
Or power. That “litle thread of life” he claims to hold 
| Within his puny hand, because ‘tis at 


Emp. And whiat else does he live for? knowest |, | : sn bhi 
; ane mercy ot the meanest 'n 6 train. 
Thou not that wealth and a flower are the sure sigbaneey: ater ; , 
Passports to glory, that the wor'd and all 2 
Rs , : he untold sweetness of irve liberty. 
Its honors may be purchased with the band Deja ogendiyins io 
Of Majesty? But Majesty ts not | And know that he who arank her richest draughts, 
‘ As . ae ‘ { Drawn from the unpolluied fountains in 
The birth-right of the co:amon herd ; none but | J Dee ae ee - iicaatte 
A favored few can claim by right divine Ent pel gegen parnadinnes aeae talent 
The honor of a diadem. Whatelse 
Have then the vulgar throng to do, than ape | 
; } 
The doings of the Mighty. i'e who comes ! 
iniaie M Tall Rees heat off af Heaven an! Child of 
The nearest to the mar« of Royalty | Hail first. best cifi of Teaven to man: Chid of 
| 


O! teach his adamaitiine heari to tasie 


j 


| Will never quail before the pigmy power 


Of Austria’s petty prince. 


Receives the highest honors. a d arrives Etema] Goodness! Offspring of en unfaihomed love ! 
The nearest to the point wherein cons sts i Love! not all the horrid enginery 
The essense of nobility | Of hell can move tiygige#p foundations. fast 
i Implanted by thet hro...of God, and shall 

LAF. So then 7 he power of puny inan pollute that holy 
Nobility consists in mimicking | Place, and dare to pluck thee from the footstool 
The actions of the kine! then vainly striving | Of thy God, or scatter poisons o’er 
To obtain the pageantry of power, Thy bed? Forbid it heaven! 
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A CRUIZE IN 


If a three days’ toilsome travel throngh the 
dark gloom of a cypress swamp, so dense that the 
rays of a tropical sun could neither penetrate or 


remove the death-like chill which pervaded il; 
where no sound broke upon the ear save the 


mournful moaning of the sweeping wind among 


the moss-hung branches of the gnarled trees; the | 
distant thunder-like moan of the alligator, or the | 
startling hiss of the speckled moccasin, coiling | 


his slimy length in his oozy bed; where every 


thing combined to account for the Indian's belief, 
that sinning souls are do med eternally to wander 


through the cypress-shaded bog. Indeed the fan- 


tastic shapes assumed by pendant masses: of moss | 
would give rise to strange ideas in the breasts of | 


more civilized and less superstitious persons than | 


the “untutored savage,’ especially when zlone 
in the dimness of twilight rendered darker by per- 
petual shade. If all this would prepare one to 
gaze on Naiure in her lovelicst robe, reveling in 
her fair st bowers, we were fuily prepared to ap- 
preciate her beauty, as we emerged from the “ Big 
Cypress”’ into the “ Okachobee.” 

From the narrow, muddy channel, we opened 


into a broad and beautiful lake, on the ciear biue 


waves of which the first soft rays of a spring morn- 


ing’s sun were glittering, and whose bosom was 
dotted over with islands, from which arose, as 
monuments of Nature’s taste and power, the lofty 


Magnolia, its snow-white flowers lying in the 


bosom of the dark greei leaves; the yellow orange, | 


the fragrant lemon, while the luscious grapes 


hung temptingly from their lofty branches, and 


beneath, the timid violet, the lowly lily, the air- 


scenting myrtle and honeysuckle, with a thousand | 


other tropical flowers, carpeted the productive 
earth.- As J gazed on this fairy scene, | felt that 
with one loved companien 1 could here dream 
away existence, without a wish for change, our 
thoughts and hearts rendered innocent by the 


purity and beauty of this second Eden. and in- 


LAKE OKACHOBREEe-—-NO I. 


voluntarily my heart’s vision threw a retrospec- 
: tive glance to that “ dark-eyed Spanish maid,” 
who had stood with me on the parapet of the old 
vastie at St. Augustine, and listened to the im- 
: passioned vows of a young and loving heart, 
while from her lustrous eyes the glistening pearls 
| of joy dropped like dew from heaven on the envi- 
ous earth. 

But my mind soon turned again to the scene 
before me, and I thought of the original owners of 
this soil, those whose right of inheritance we 
were ruthlessly trampling upon, whom with 
blood-stained hands we were even now pursuing, 
and I sighed as 

* J thought how man had cursed 
W hat heaven hath made so glorious.” 

My reverie was interrupted by the discovery of 
/a smoke on one of the distant islands, and as we 
well knew that our friends in this neighborhood 
were few, we began our preparations for a duty 
that we had, to our sorrow, often found fraught 

with danger, that of advancing, in our boats, up- 
‘on an island where our ambushed foe could lie 
insafety. Our men, urged on by excited feelings, 
drove our little boats swiftly over the placid sur- 
face of the lake, while signal smokes from differ- 
ent parts of this little archipelago, betokened that 
we were discovered. The Indians, probably en 
couraged by our scanty numbers, seemed to have 
collected en masse on the largest island, deter- 
mined there to dispute the dominion of these fair 
domains. Wecould see their dark forms gliding 
about among the trees as we approached, but 
when we came near the island all again became 
still and quiet, and not a motion was visible on 
| he flowery banks, but the steady waving to and 
| fro of the green branches in the breeze. We well 
‘knew the meaning of this ominous stillness, for 
we before had felt its force. With our arms pre- 
| pared, slowly but firmly we advancad in extended 
line upon the treacherous hammock, and hed got 
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almost within rifle-shot, when the order to “ spring 
the oars” was given, and our boats dashed swiftly 
on for the shore. At that instant the dead silence 
was broken; the hammock seemed a sheet of fire, 
while loud above the groans of the wounded and 
dying, and the rifle’s sharp crack, rose the shrill 
war-whoop, ringing {ike hell’s music in our ears. 
The impetus given our boats drove them to the 
shore, and in an instant the battle was but one 
volley, and a cheer from our men, as they rushed 
on the charge, and the Indians fled, and on gain- 
ing the opposite side of the island, in pursuit, we 
beheld them far out on the lake, on the route for 
the main land. While the warriors were engaged 
in opposing our landing, the women and children 
had mustered in the canoes ready for flight, and 
with their usual policy, when they found that they 
had done us all the damage they could, without 
exposure of themselves, they had fled beyond our 
reach. But they had not escaped altogether un- 
scathed, for five of their warriors lay upon the 
field, and their tracks were marked with blood, 
while one young girl, wounded mortally by some 
random shot, lay weltering in agony ; and tears 
filled every eye as she uttered, probably the only 
English words she knew, in the most piteous 
manner, “me sick.” And of us, some whose 
hearts had beat lightly but an hour before, were 
now cold in death ; others whose anguis! was too 
great to be concealed by the compressed lip, the 
wildly rolling eye, and clammy brow, broke forth 
in piteous groans, praying for death to ease them 
of their misery. And the death of that young| 
girl, wrung hearts that were used to death in all! 
its various shapes. 





As she lay on the green grass 
among the wild flowers, her head pillowed on the 
,jackets of our commiserating tars, her full black 
eyes spoke a reproach to every heart; and when 
her sou! fled the suffering clay, I felt that it took 
its flight but to be a witness against the actors in 
this dreadful tragedy, before the tribunal of a just 
God. 


cately perfect in symmetry ; her skin, though dark, 


Like all the Seminoles, her form was deli-| 


clear as the skin of the pomegranate; her hair long, 
black, and silky ; her features regular; and her 
eye—I shall never forget it. 

Our forces being too much crippled to pursue 
the enemy, took up their quarters in the deserted 
huts ; and while our surgeon was engaged in al- 
leviating the sufferings of the wounded, with a 
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slight guard I strolled over the island. The In-) 
dians had apparently long cultivated the rich soil ; 
and in their fields I found corn, melons, bannan. 
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as, suger cane, tobacco, and other tropical pro- 
ductions, ail growing luxuriantly. 

The setting sun mingled his mellow purple 
with the liquid blue of the western sky, while the 
bugle’s swelling notes echoed over the still calm 
surface of the lake, calling together our weary and 
saddened band, for the purpose of burying the 
dead, preparatory to making aii early start in the 
morning. At the foot of an old Indian mound, 
beneath the wide-spreading leaves of a drooping 
cypress, our men had scooped out a shallow pit, 
and there, in the still, solemn hour of midnight, 
we laid them, friend and foe, coffinless and un- 
shrouded, with no funeral service but the inward, 
heart-speken prayer, the long-drawn sigh, and the 
stranger tear coursing down the rough channels 
of weather-beaten cheeks, who deeply fe!t the loss 
of beloved comrades and friends; who, from long 
association, had become as brothers; who, with 
them, had borne the tierce buffetings of many a 
gale, and joined in the pleasures, few and far be- 
tween, of a sailor’s life; and though no formal 
mourning 

* Ontspread its cold, wiameaning gloom around,” 
there were those who felt and mourned as deeply, 
as silence could, their loss. 

‘The moon arose, casting its melancholy light 
over our silent camp, while wrapping my cloak 
around me, and throwing myself on a grassy 
bank, my mind coamed far end wide, and looking 
up at the pale ord, i thought with Moore. 
“Sweet moen! if ke Crotona’s sage, 

By any speil my hand could dare 

‘lo make thy disk its ample page, 

And write my thoughts, my wishes there; 
iow many a friend, whose careless eye 
Now wanders o’er that starry sky, 
Should sm.Je upon thy orb, tomeet 

The recollection kind and sweet; 

The reveries of fond regret ; 

The prom se never to forget; 

And all my heart and soul would send 
To many a dear lov'd, distant friend.” 

My senses, drowned in the dreamy revery pro- 
duced by the beautiful ideas of my ‘avorite poet, 
gradually gave way to the advances of 

“ Tir’d Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep !° 
from which the sweet caroling of birds and the 
bugle’s call aroused me, to look upon the first 
rosy blush of the young day, as it timidly stole 
up from its nightly couch, kissing the pearly dew 
from the monopolizing flowers, an’ applying the 
finishing touch of color to Dame Nature’s toilet. 
Hastily we made our dejune, which delicate re- 
past consisted of a piece of raw pork and shire’ 
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have its way,) and manning our boats, 
to leave this sadly beautiful island. Ere lt 


my seatin my boat I] 


lia, and planted it eis th grave of the young 


Indian maiden whem, I } 
had buried seperately 


> 1 2 
feeling that the pure and « 


er sex, 


would not be a fitting companion for the decaying 


oak, that there was something too pure in her to 
be contaminated by the touch, even in death, of 
the blocd-stained warrior. ome other hand hed 
rudely carved on the bark of the overhanging cy- 
press, a cross, the symbol of a religion probabl» 


unknown 


ed to witness the dre 
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We now bent our course towards that part of the 


main land te which ¢! 
day had retreated, and our boats moved 
lightly as if their crew had not been 
and the 


diminis 
careless smile and merry eye told 
soon the chill throv 
the efiect on men crewn used t 


It is like a tr lent shade th 


how light 


pre sence. 
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Here the 


Smearingen and a host of others fell in 


and harcly a man without a wound. 


rallant t Var an f 
t} et ] h roe which cl} iz tha litt] > } 

the terrible c sarge Which shook the httie column 
from wing to wing; and had the gallantry here dis- 
played been exhibited on a civilized field of war 
the actors would have been lauded to the skies by 


, but it is thought, and by 
that in an Indian w: 


poet, sage, and historian 
ar no honor can be 


many, 


ricained. Is it because the wilderness hides the 


face of the menacing foe? Is it because one can- 


not see the hands that fling death through the 
ranks? ‘That less bravery need be displayed in 


ombet with the savage, those who have no ear 
it a crime to give even the 
such ideas, 


orn 
ail 


column, when it 


noves upon tic same grou! d on which they 
tand. composed of men moulded and framed as 


more coolness than they can 
where every tree con- 
fle-ball 1 

heir only warning, their music, aside yells, 
i by the 
avenged around 


in a gloomy swamp, 


a a foe, where the whizz of the 


and are ecnsea 


} 
a 
siae, 





upon the waters by a passing cloud, felt but for a] xy hands invisible. Ihave stood there, and the 
moment, while the darkness intervenes, and then r ofevery leat sent a cold i] to my heart, 
is past forever. As we rowed on, cliding over a] Every whoop seemed the laugh ofa demon waiting 
lake that hed nev man’s ;{o drag me to the grave, and ! ished to be on open 
kee], passing amone t hich, like 1 i} | in with double tl rober of foes, where I 
iant gems of many | ina ‘ lc, Wel | i'd meet them as they were, unaccompanied by 
scattered around t he lively ; t,the flam-|the horrors which their mode of warfare causes 
ingo with its coat of crimson, and the pin! cure| he imagination to pai Tr there is no hon- 
lew, would 1 ind, « line around our heads.}or to be gained in such a war, for there, in the 
scream forth their alarm earin > ky th fr distance 0 forest, the ill, uncoffined they 
we were strangers and intruders there, while in | find a soldier's grave, no monument but the hoary 
the distance the buzzard, hovering over the pins | trees around them, no friend to tell of their vir- 
barren, seemed to be watching us with his hungry |tues, or mourn their Joss—there, forgotten, they 
eye, anxious for the doomed victims of the battle’s| lie in a shade of oblivion. 

rage. ‘The part of the main land to which we We neared the shore cautiously, expecting and 


° " > - £2. a; Pilates ee ae 
were now approaching was nickiy wooded 
ri ) 


a heavy growth of oak, with a few scatter 
press trees here and there; and from our po: 
we supposed it near the spot where Colonel 
Brigadier-General) Taylo 
mense body of the enemy on Christ 
and bloo 


whom, after a severe 


to that already de- 


icated the existence 


itionj|ofa human being on the shore, and a small herd 


l = » > | — 
er standing on the bank end looking at us, 


silaiiel us 


hat our landing would not tee op- 
sosed. On gaining the shore, we-found that we 
were onthe scene of “Taylor's battle rround "— 


from their position, with the loss <« f nearly 150 j the broken trees shattered by bul- 
mH ’ ’ ‘ sted leave ; . lashes 

men killed and wounded on his s ; while, so|lets, the perfor leaves, and scraps of clothing, 

far as known, on the part of the enemy the loss|the young saplings cut down for jitters, and here 


me. val 
was comparativery nothing. 


6th Regiment U. 8. 
greatly; one comp 
hilated, the officers all 
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Infantry 


gallant 


any being alm 


ost entirely 


slain, with on 
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ind there the dark stain upon the white hark of 


iinly a history of the acticn. A 
mounds, on 


little farther on, a few which the 
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flowers to bloom, showed all that remained of the; while their corn and fruits were falling beneath 
fallen. The Indians had apparently been well our qll-devouring hands, and we were tearing 
prepared for this attack for days, as they had cut, | down their lovely arbors, treading in paths where 
in the large live oak trees skirting the open) the small track of the young and joyous child, im- 
ground, notches in which to rest their rifles, to! pressed in the soft soil, reminded me of the inno- 


ensure a steady aim, and dreadfully fatal was that 
first fire, which lit up the dark gloom of the ham- 
mock, like lightning in the night storm, making 


cent happiness of childhood sports,—I thought 
that there was an excuse for their savage excess- 
es. I thought of their homes made desolate, their 


the succeeding darkness more horrible. 
where late 


But now | fathers, husbands, and sons, and even their women 
and children falling under the desolating brand, 


- * Desolation, snatching from the hand and I wondered not that their every wish was 


Of Time, the scythe of ruin, sat aloft, 

Stalking in dreadful majesty abroad.” “Vengeance! dire vengeance on wretches who had cast 
The red deer grazed and gamboled, the tender O’er them and ail they loved, that ruineus blast.” 
flowers budded and bloomed, and the waters of| 
the sparkling streamlet poured clear and bright | ftom a common Father, and wondered that a just, 
into the lake, as if they had never been tinged | merciful, and all-powerful God, could look down 
with the ruddy stream of life poured out upon 0" this black injustice, and sufler the perpetrators 
their pebbly banks, and the sweet singing of the to live—to go free on earth, enjoying blessings 
birds echoed through the lofty forest, where hell’s , which they have snatched from the hand of the 
own music had but lately rung, freezing the half} Poor aborigine, glorying in the possession of 
curdled veins of the dying, aud startling the bra- | blood-bought, infamy-stained property. But all, 
vest. We re-embarked in our boats, and returned | in his good time, man is born to obey, and not to 
to the islands, where we set to work, according to ‘cavil at mysteries beyond his incomprehensive 
orders, in destroying the half-ripened crops, and 8'asp. 

burning the huts of the much-wronged natives. 
While the work of destruction was progressing — 


I felt that they were fighting for rights derived 


EL MARINERO. 
Pittsburgh, Dec. 16. 


LINES, 
WRITTEN ON TABLE-ROCK, AT THE FALLS OF NIAGARA, 


BY L. HARPER. ESQ. 


All is wonder and delight. Ijke a kind guardian angel 
These beauteous scenes among, 
Whilst listning to Niagara’s yvoice— 

Iv’'s wild and fearful song. 


Watching o’er despair: 
Ii srniles for aye the scene above 
An emblein ot eternal love! 
Behold it coming in its fieht, 
Afar from rock to rock, 


When Eden birds in paradise 
The dashing, whirling, angry waves. 


First carol’d their sweet lay, 
As if an earthquake’s shock Niagara! 

Had rent the fonntais of the deep, 

And waken'd from their silent sleep, 


thy thunder voice 
Was heard, far. far away; 
But then these hills were solitude, 


The tearful monsters there! These rocks by man ne’er trod, 


: Thy tones alone. peal'd thro’ the wood, 
And now, the sheety waves of green " ‘God! 
: tones—the voice—of God! 
Leap with delirious hiss ee Re VCS a Ta 
Into the wild and deep abyss. - 
~ ; : “low on! majestic river, 
And from the o’erwhelming scene, sp air 
Ty . Untl that awful dav 
The snowy spray in clouds arise, wa : 
diated ten tebedinn conn. ne earth gd away 
‘ : And the sea its dead deliver’ 
And ascend like incense to the skies WV : “* ; : 
~ ! nen ihe sun at noon, 
And ascend forever more = 
And the silvery moon, 


jut see! that lovely rainbow Shall from their spheres be driver 


Enthrou’d in beauty there! And rayless fall from heaven! 


Cadiz. Olio 
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LETTER FROM CLOUDHILL. 


thy fair hand, enamored faucy ! gleans 


a 


Phe weasured pictures of a thousand years ; 


Phy pencil traces 


Some coltage home, from towns and toil remote, 
W here love and lore may calm alternate hours. 


-— 


"Tis cheering to Jeave the dull city, for awhile, 
to enjoy the fresh, bracing air, and hearty cus- 
toms of the country. You see | have left “ tower 
and town” far behind me; and here I am in the 
midst of a fine rural population, and in pleasant 
winter quarters, to spend my Chitsimas holidays 
and prolong my stay, perhaps, till spring. I left 
during the sleighing. <A friend of mine, who in- 
sisted on my paying a long-promised visit, called 


on me with his sleigh ; and so, as exc 


ise Was Un- 


available, even if I could have wished to mak« 
one under such circumstances, here I am settled 
down beneath his hospitable roof, after two days’ 
acquaintanee, as if it was alla matter of course, 
and nothing more than was to be expected. 

Our habits here have a regularity quite exem- 
plary, and, to a townsman, edifying to see. We 
are up by the first peep of day, to enjoy the blit! 
morning air a practice by no meons injurious to 
health, while it has this advantaze—it leaves a 
long day for reading, for study, ior 
more active exercise, if we prefer | 


] 7 
traps afi aniged, A may usner you 


As [ have inv 


into my chamber, and Ict you + Low comfort: 


ably I am quartered. Here you see my fire is 
blazing brightly. ‘The carpet, which feels so soft 
to your foot, is home-made. And this view which 
you catch from my window, comprised of hull and 


vale, and field and wood, lying in picturesque re- 
lief, and covered with glittering snow, with the 
glimpse of the river down between those two hills 


.—e 
HULLS 


is not to be despised. If you prefer the con 
of the interior, however, here you see is my round 
table with its cover of flowering damask; and 
conveniently disposed for reference, you may be- 
hold my King James, Shakspeare, Washington 
Irving, and an odd volume of Sterne, with a few 
That flat 


volume is my portfolio, and to keep it in service 


other works of miscellaneous celebrity. 


I have imported from the city a half ream of letter- 
paper, which is snugly packed away in that black, 
strapped traveling trunk in the corner. 


In sooth, I like my accommodations well. The 


Rozers 


next door along the hall leads into mine host's 
This room is garnished with a fine old 
library, containing many rare works, and nearly 


study. 


every standard and classic book in the language. 
Here I can compose essays in Law, Medicine, or 
Divinity. I cau write you critiques, if you like 
it, on writers coeval with the date of the Greek 
alphabet, or of later periods, down to the present 
time. ‘I'here are plenty of antiquated romances, 
too, which may perhaps imbue my fancy, and set 
me to writing romance myself, a consummation 
which, it is to be feared, is not at all hindered by 
the fact, that my friend has a daughter of a some- 
what less ancient day, whose acquaintance I am 
rapidly making. She is as youthful aud rosy as 


r 1 
febe, ta 


i.s good sense, and plays, moreover, on 


} 


‘ ‘ 
.e no 
tae plano. 
H 


Ail these qualifications tend to make 


+ 


a winter's eve at Cloudhill pass away delight- 





fully. I transcribe one of Miss Edith’s songs, and 


send it you, not merely because she sings it fine- 
ly, but because in itself it is beautiful, breathing 
the true spirit of poesy. [tis by an author of our 


Own country 


, ond a man of fine taste and feeling. 


} 


Who has robbed the ocean cave, 
Vo Unge thy lips with coral hue? 
Who trom lidia’s distant wave 
1 oe ¢hae 4 


lor thee those pearly treasures drew ? 
Who trom yonder orient sky 


Stole the morning of thine eye ? 


Thousand charms thy form to deck. 
From sea, and earth, and air, are torn; 
Roses bloom upon thy cheek, 
On thy breath their fragrance born. 
Guard thy bosom trom the day, 


Lest those snows should melt a-vay. 


But one charm remains behind 
Which mute earth can ne'er impart ; 
Nor in ocean wilt thou find, 
Nor In circling air—a heart. 
Farest! wouldst thou pertect be, 


‘Take. oh take that heart from me ? 





With such 
company, not fi 
rural scenery and hospitality, how can I spend 
aught but pleasant holidays? But I am too so- 


cial to desire to keep all these pleasures to myself. 
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hs fant tha eratare . watt 
At his feet the waters murmu 








suent now, 


s barge had slided 





O’er whose waves, so 
Oft the warrior’ 


With its buoyant, dashing prow 


The wigwam in the distance mouldered 
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ceer they followed 


—thronga the vale; 





vW iCal lnc Le€CManN loves to Lal 





Ion af rk carth 
én of the €artn, 
1 


ot famed heroes.) 


shiak ye al yi yee 
cigave me Oirth. 








Oi il- r song! 
1 ) mounts 
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Sf 3 po:s0n to breast 
See where once the brave and micht 


On the fi 


; we tathey lancer hawn eli ho 
And our fathers lon¢ have slumbered 





eld of battle lay, 


hl 


the - att 3] +, lie Fala 
In their hallowe¢ tomos Of C.ay 


Now revolves uponthe ground 


songs, such books, and with such 


ottiug the additional comforts of 


1e aid of the aforesaid ream of paper 


‘ 


| you may look out for certain letters from me du- 


| ring the winter, 


W hile I remain yours, &c. 


i 


Cloudhill, Dec. 8, 1843. 
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SOLILOQUY. 


Not a stone 


Where 


Here they 


now sta dstobeckon 


their resting place is found 


fought and bravely weltered 


In proud triumph’s streaming gore ; 


} } 


But the power chey once commanded 


Has been crushed, ¢ 


Cnce a nation stron¢e 














nd is no more 
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his valley where your troubles 


“Vith such flerce ¢ 


emotions glow, 


nhale the nectared bubbles 


i- ° ‘ = H = fi ° 
from iar of: fountains flow 


Go—and may your generous merit 





a” “ “~entte L ao ° 
Never be ‘orgotten here; 
coodness you inherit 
, ’ «kh ’ 
you with new blessings there 
Go—and when the western zephyr 
Bears no more your conqueruig yeil, 
‘ ha + Woe aig 
May your tom) be boundiess praises, 
nd ease ale dhe oeace  ,erernre ¢ 
\nd your shroud he peace. FAREWELL. 























THE 


WHITE 


SQUALL. 


BY NED BUNTL 


Once more my heart breathes hich and free : 
I gaze on thee, loved « city of smoke:” scenes of | 
past days freshen in twy memory, and though | 
there is a change in thy outward garment, atill| 
thou art the same in all thy noble essentiality 


Still hearts true, generous, and warm, 
breasts of thy sons; and the heauty 


and virtue of 


thy daughters cling a circlet of glory to the proud- 


ness of thy fame; and though thou art a cloud en- 
veloped, smoke-shrouded town, like a diamond in 
an ebon setting, thou shinest the star of the west. 
Time has traveled far and fast since I left thee, a 
truant boy, secking a home and place in the busy 
world, to play my part in the strange drama of 
life, and now with sad disappointment I*inquire 
for many who were the cherished companions of 
my boyish sports, and find that death sometimes 
disturbs the calmness of thy beauty—that hearts 
which beat responsive to mine, sy mipathi 


ul 





my fleeting sorrows, and throbbing in unison, are 


now cold in the winter of death ; but though they 


seat! h cad they arene red) 1 
are beneath the sod, they are net vet buried in the 

a ee And a inavyire th 
grave ol forgetiuiness. ind asi inquire then 


of some budding beauty, or jull-blown matron, 


¥ 
> 


the answer brings from meiory’s cabinet a dim 


#7) 


picture of livping cherubs, that, in years long 
flown by, were prattling around me; and when I 
asx for those who then walked in beauty’s zenith, 
Iam shown a picture painted by the rough un- 
sparing hand of time. stood 


upon a distant hill, and turned a sad lingering 


G ili 


It is years since | 


farewell look towards thee; the tear that started 


d 
from my eye then coursed down a fair and youth- 
ful cheek, and my brow was smooth and cloud- 
less. Since then my brow has been wrinkled over 
by care, and the shade cast upon my check by the 
dark wing of time, has been deepened by expo- 
sure to the rays of a tropical sun, and the 
pest’s breath. I’ve roamed through many strange 
and distant lands, gazing on wild and thrilling 
sights. I've looked from my oaken home on the 
blue ever-rolling waves of old ocean, and there 


“Pye seen the dark ship proudly braving 





With high sa'l sei, and streamers wavin 


The tempest war and battle pride : 


, a ° ha 
peat in the 


tem- 
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I've seen those floating streamers shrinking, 

The high sail rent, the proud ship sinking, 
Beneath the ocean tide; 

And heard the seaman’s farewell s ghing, 

Elis body on the dark sea lying, 

His dea 


th nraveron the wind * 
hprayer on tie wind 


And now, toil-worn and weary of the wild ro- 
ver's life, I come to enjoy the calm sweetness of 
repose, where I can lie in my quiet berth when the 
storm-god is cloud borne abroad in his wrath, and 
not fear that I shall be called to combat him in his 
sweeping terror. And that time may not wear 
too irksome an aspect, I'll spin an occasional 
yarn, and in overhauling past reminiscences live 
my wild life o’er again. And in conformity with 
the last resolution, I shall ask your patience, 
gentie reader, over a matter of fact, «'he White 
feeling that it will require a goodly share 
of that virtue, to enable you to peruse anything 
to death. 
Thanks to Captain Marryatt (the bloody pirate), 
Cooper, 


on a subject emphatically written 
’ 1 y +} aie 
and a host of otners. 
sumimer of 36, I was attached to 
on the West In- 
} 


dia station. She was then commanded by Cap- 


, | ° 1. ; 
the U. SS. SiOOD OL War, D ston, 


i 
tain Babbit, whom it is not flattery to call a brave 
and skilful seamen. a valuable and efficient officer, 
and a warm-hearted whole-souled friend, but since 
then the gallant old man has slipped his cable, in 
obedience to the orders of that dread Power which 
none dare or can disobey. Green be the tree of 
memory which grows over thy grave, watered by 
the tears of mourning friends, and upheld by the 
virtues of thy life. But avast, ] am running off 
my course. AsI said before, I belonged to the 
stanch old Boston, and our cruizing ground ex- 
tended along the coast of Mexico, and among the 
Islands. We 


Windward vere lying becalmed 


one fine summer evening about in the latitude of 
Tampico, with everything set, lower and aloft, so 
as to try to coax old Loreas out of a little wind, for 
we were homeward bound, and rather impatient. 
The sun was just Javing his heated brow in the 


western wave, casting over the deep blueness of 


the sky that rich peculiar purple, which throws 


a soft mellow tinge upon the water, and is never 
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seen except ina sunset on the ocean. All around 
was quict and calm, not a cloud flitted over the 
sky, and not a speck was visible in the circling 
horizon; the ocean seemed in its untuffied slum- 
ber the picture of placid innocence, leaving one, 
who had seen it whan lashed into fury by the 
hurricane, its waves rolling in overwhelming and 
terrific grandeur mountain high, bearing on their 
snow-white crests the cars of death and destruc- 
tion, to wonder at the power which can awake its 
fury, or bidding it “be still,” hush it into peace. 
There was not a breath of wind to fill the lazy 
sails, which idly flapped against the spars and 
rigging, and motioniess we lay * like a log on the 
water,” the crew lolling about the decks, some 
playing draughts under the lee of the hammock 
nettings, others clustering around some old yarn 
spinning “ salt,” who was cking out the idle hour 
with some ancient tradition full of blue jacket 
and black-eyed girls, while the look-outs aloft 
hung listlessly and half asleep over the toprim. 
On the lee side of the quarter-deck a knot o! 
jovial mischief-looking middies were collected, 
with a hypocritical air of seriousness on thei 
faces, which gave the lie to their laughing ey 


CS, 


but was easily accounted for, by the presence of 
, 


the skipper, who, with his 





arm, was pacing up and down the weather-side 
of the deck in conversation with the officer oi the 
watch. As the last glimpse of the sun disappear- 


- 
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flying in splinters far over the lee. One shrill 
cry rung high over the hoarse bellowing of the 
wind as the squall struck us, and two or three 
dark specks in our bubbling wake appeared for a 
moment, and then were lost in the yawning 


the yards in time to avoid the blast, which bore 
them like the down from the thistles stalk, from 


? 


their frail footing. The squall having struck us 


, 
+ 


before the ship had gathered headway, had knock- 
| her down on her side, and now we lay help- 


ess, with the sea washing fore and aft, while 
every exertion to get her off before the wind was 
made in vain. The fore-storm stay-sai! was run 
up, but was blown into threads before the sheet 
was taughtened. At last, when it was found that 
she must pay off, or founder as she lay, the ecar- 
penters were called, and preparations made to cut 
away the main and mizzen masts; when an in- 
voluntary burst of horror broke from all—a huge 
black mountain wave seemed to be descending 
right upon our fated bark—«hold on for dear 
life.” It struck us broad on the weather-bow, and, 
sweeping the deck, vore off five or six more poor 
fellows, whose grasp could not withheld the ter- 
rible power of the breaker. Our ship trembled 
from her keelson up, and seemed as if she never 
would rise from tie dreadful plunge, but slowly 


she gathered up, and thrown by the foree of that 





heaving roller before the wind, started off with 





ed, the order was given to “beat to quarters,” liightning spe efore the gale, treinbling in every 
and, as usual, the men were inspected, the guns ljoint, and, like a living terror-dziven thing, seem- 
secured, the arms restowed, and the order pass d| xd to juinp froin wave to wave. ‘The sky, before 
to beat the retreat. ‘I'he last tap of the drum ! d{so clear, iad clouded over with strange rapidity, 
hardly ceased to vibrate on the car, when ti nd now all was the very blackness of darkness, 


captain sprang upon a carronade-slide, raised 
glass to his eye, and after a hasty glance 

side, turned quickly round, and snatching 
trumpet from the hand of the deck-officer, sung 
out in his clear loud voice, “stand by royal and 
top-gallant sheets and halliards—man the clow 
lines, jib and flying down-hauls, settle away— 
clew up and haul down. Youngster, tell Mr. 
Pipes to call all hands reef top-sails, hard up thi 
helm, quarter-master—bear a hand aloft, and in 
with the reefs, men ’—but now a voice was heard 
that threw the sound of his trumpet into insigni- 
ficance, and the words, “ lay in men; for your 
lives, lay in,” were drowned in the roar of th: 
cloudless blast, as it swept down upon us, Icaving 
the ocean a boiling whirlpool of foam, and in an 


instant throwing us on our beam-ends, while the 


‘ 
i 





° . . omen ey . 
sails few in ribbons from the yards, the light rors 


ive over the dismantled ship, lightning up 

th fearful distinetness every thing about the 
cks, throwing out for an instant the ragged out- 
line of shattered and riven spars, tinging the 
fo: ‘aps as they leaped in fantastic shapes 
fiom the dark abyss, and then leaving us blinded, 
vewildered, and half stunned by the uproar of the 
ements, One instant, our ship would seem 
Jowly climbing the steep side of an enormous 
roller, and then gaining its summit, tremble for a 
moment there, and plange into the hollow be- 
yond, whence again rising and throwing the foam 
flakes high above her masts, she would appear as 
some mivhty leviathan, engaged in fierce combat 
with the storm. As the night wore on, the wind 
] 


and waters seemed to tire of their roughness, and 


the morning’s sun found us a dismantied ship on 


waters ; the poor-fellows were unable to lay in off 
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the blue ocean, which still rolled high, but was! 
rapidly calming down, beneath the slicht eflect of 





a three-knot cat’s paw. ‘The light enabling us to| 
see the amount of damage, we set to work to re: | 
pair, and all hands were soon engaged in scariing, | 
splicing, and rigging, and before seven bells had | 
struck, we were all @ tawnto, and ready again to | 
meet “the tempest’s war, the battle’s pride,” | 
while under our lee the low green coast of Mexi-| 
co stretched along, and afar off the cloud-topping 
summit of Arizabo arose, distinguished froin the 
clouds only by the dazzling whiteness of its snow- | 
crowned peak. ‘he freshening breeze soon sped | 
us along to “ Sacrificios.” ‘The dark, antiquated 
watch turrets of the castle San Juan de Ulloa, 
rose in view before us, and a> the last gleam of 
the setting sun gilded the glittering domes of Vera | 


Cruz, we dropped securely in its harbor. I must! 
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crave your pardon, gentle reader, for this short 
and incomplete description of the “White Squall:” 
but, to speak the truth, no pen or pencil is suffi- 
ciently comprehensive and powerful to do it jus- 
tice. ‘he imagination only can paint the picture, 
vords fail to describe its awful and terrific gran- 
deur and wild sublimity, no simile can throw out 


‘in the light the roaring of the winds and waters, 


the rushing of the mad sea, the death scream of 


‘ihe perizhing, half smothered in the bubbling 


ry 


waters, which only yawn to receive the help'ess 


victim, and then close forever; the splintering 


spar and ret canvass, borne on the blast far from 
ihe trembling ship, the blue glare of the light- 
ning’s flash, as it throws the clear light of day 
over the horrors of the scene, and then vanishes, 
leaving the “ darkness visible.” 


LOVE’S GIFT.—SONG. 


“ T give thee all, I can ne more, 


Though po he off 


i 


Dear ———. !f once in other days 


Thy name upon my lyre was sung, 
And, to the tones, cach thrilling chord 
Within my heart responsive rung.— 
Oh, still, tis sweet to wake the lyre, 
} 


Although its voice be silent long, 


To rouse my slumbering heart again, 


And weave thy name within my song 


J know not if ny voice hath lost, 
(Unused for many a day to sing.) 
Aughtof the skill with which it poured 
Its gay notes to the echoing string; 
1 know not if my hand hath lost 
To touch that string its former skill; 
Or if, through hours long hushed to song, 


Its former power may haunt it still. 


Yet, dearest! there is still one spot 
Where Time, that in hs reckless way 


Cinaws empires with his iron tooth, 


Changed though my voice or hand may be 
Within my song to play their part, 
No change hath left its dimming mark 


Of saddening chill upon my heart! 


‘Then take, oh take the song that thus, 
Sweet one, ] breathe to thee again; 
Or, if too weak the words it speaks, 
Then take the heart that breathes the strain: 
Yor thus I place the thrilling gift, 
Sweet maid, upon thy hallowed shrine. 
And vow each trembling tone that rings 
Along its chords is wholly thine. 


Oh! Time hath left unchilled its fire ; 
And every pulse so warm, so free. 
That once was thine, more purely, now, 
More wildly, warmly beats for thee. 

Then wilt thou take the gift, my all? 
Ah, see! thy hand, thy bosom’s thrill 
Tell the dear tale thy lips refuse, 


And like sweet traitors sigh, “ I will.” 





Hath«vrought, at least, no sad decay ; 


November 23, 1213 





THE CHANGE 


OF 


THE SEASONS. 





BY ROLLA. 


“ All thinzs were made 


Whilst realizing the various vicissitudes of life, 
man usually feels disposed to mourn at his change- 
able lot, and manifest a great dissatisfaction at 
almost everything he experiences ; either on ac- 
count of the short duration of pleasurable scenes, 
or because of the continual hardships thrown up- 


v + 


on him by misfortune. The cause of 


quietude is very obvious, and can easily | 
to the individual himself. We are told that man 
was created “in the image of his Creator,” 

of perfection, truly happy in all he possessed. But 
on account of the great moral revolution he has 
since undergone, it was his misfortune to | 
cipitantly hurled from that eden of bliss, to grovel 
a sorrowful worm in the vale of mortality, as a 
gross disobedience. 


Stripped of 
i 


just penalty fo: 


1 


every attribute of perfection, he now longs to be} 


again restored to his primitive 


state; and, as a 
certain philosopher has remarked, it 
proportion as he approximates it, or the “ image 
of his Creator,” he can really feel contented, or 
enjoy any happiness whatever. Hence the cause 
of his restless dissatisfaction, and the true reason 
why he is ever ready to grumble, and be displeased 
with his own existence. 

But how inconsistent or disrespectful is such a 
disposition even with the comparative miserable 
him? iow 


condition which now surrounds 


grossly derogatory are such ungrateful manifesta- 
tions when viewed in conjunction with the digni- 
fied character, his high calling proclaims hi: 
Alas! that he 


ever forget that “all things were made for his 


capable of sustaining! 


own good. Novelty seems to be the only com- 


mendable virtue, if such it can be termed; and! 


for its gratification no sacrifice is considered too 
extravagant. But what seems laughably ridicu- 
lous is, that it is no sooner obtained than it he- 
comes at once insignificant. Its very possession 
is believed, 7pso facio, to be a kind of magic meta- 
morphose, by which it is transformed into a valu- 


able object, no more worthy of attention or care. 


This seems peculiarly applicabie to the pleasing | 


effects which we experience, produced by the 


a 
ha 


this dis- | er 


he traced | 


oe } re- 


should | 


'changes of the different seasons. They are cer- 
tainly the source of sanguine enjoyment, but only 
so heeause of their novelty; and when once di- 


vested 


of this prepossessing feature all attraction 
vanishes, whilst we suddenly sink back into 
gloomy despondency, feeling as though they nev- 
had taken place. 

We will commence with Autumn, the season 


} toy 
} di Willech 


a being | 


“The cooing dove resounds her mellow notes,” 


on account of its striking analogy to the expe- 


rience of every-day life; as we most generally re- 
| gret, when engaged in an undertaking, not having 


| . . 
| ere sooner, or mourn that our actions 
jtake place too late, and even life itself would 


seem tenfold sweeter had our existence been ac- 


! ~ Roh mol . oO r 
compiusned years aco. 
A . =] 


We have just taken a 
farewell of Sumn , and in turning from the spot 
ition is a welcome } 


Lone had 


ack to its sea 
but rich succ Tr. w° vratched its 
slow coming, ea often had we sighed—yes: 
treacherously de-ired in the August moonlight— 


for its delayed approach; that we might once 


more be surfeited with the ravishing sweets of its 
oe rors, a: « iy 
rich voluptuousness. The germ had bloomed, 


_ the blossoms had fallen, the fruit had gradually 


expanded, but now it is profusely thrown at our 
feet, luscious and ripe, to be partaken of at pleas- 
rrve 


ure. ‘The golden pear, the blushing apple, and 
| their kindred fruits, plentifully peep out beneath 
the yellow fading leaflets. 


But how fallacious the foundation of our ex- 


tirevncds =e Ww —e 
travagant wishes! We sought to be satisfied, 


and now ‘ve are not contented until disappointed! 


The actual presence of that which we desired isa 


sufficient warranty to look upon it with cold re-, 


pulsion. We have greedily devoured of every 


variety given to us at the bounteous repast, and 


now we feel ready to partake of a different Jux- 
ury. 

oy 7 sue « a ‘ 4 ° ’ 

Autumn siowly passes on, with little to con- 
| vince us that he marcues with such extreme trepi- 


1 


but ere Le has terminated half his course 


dation 








| 
| 
| 
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we are prepared to rejoice 


hand. Moments crowd t 


and these again to months, whilst t! 


ve perhaps take of their movements, is the awa-j circ! 


kening up on the eve 


son of the vear is to close, 


the tiptoe ef exp: 


withered @rass, whilst the 
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that his departure is at] mer rambles, its cheerfulness fully commends it- 
- | 
0 hours, days t 


o weeks, | selfto the bountiful patronage of every individual. 


me 


he first notice| Comfortably seated within the interesting family 
le, the toils and adventures of the past year 


| 
pon another sea-| may be rehearsed .and recounted with unspeak- 
i e are again on able pleasure. Then too the music of the “ merry 
‘ > bep to| sleich bell,” and the ravages of the blast without, 
L wh O IMSCNSLNe a eh in their tern call upa ssociations of “ things 
} tla l Es | t ”? 


; auspices|that were,’ which can never be refiected upon 
hout causing emotions of heartfelt joy. 


j 
la bes u boanches off Dut whilst we pause to dwell upon the happy 





ire, we are i tic encnantment 
through the forest, t that the dc t id fj nward in our journey Vinter’s dan- 
season has done its work. = \ ) 3 i er,’ and it is necessary that we 
is felt of a serious chi: t 10 attention to a different round of 
are silent y read, and the « Lik ss an 3 

ii nis; and 
, ‘ 

surouc ji} Gal CSS. Va \ Li ru Comugeyv heir suadows before.” 
to imazine that whil Wwe Wl ) ub hat } undless h Lp} iness May we not expect 


bered. 


Tie midnight hor 


om af ah. = = ee <P 1 
LuSspices of the opening “pring : 


Hi 
Already we stand upon the threshold to bid 





tance at Miahlsht, out upon ¢ Foaa pinions farewell, and painful indeed is the duty to dissolve 
ee — | a | ‘ ae 
USO, Orcs. FHS Hack Cloud Ascen jucintance with such a jolly companion. But 
behind him, to veil the efi of ine cit the task, thouch difficult, must be done, and with 
bricht meon. A shis 1 the 1 God speed,” upon the journey, the 
fusion of t We Lilt nis formally taken. ’ 
ee: ing! lovely Spring! most welcome of all 
myriad 4 2 areury suie NS; Is It then credible that thou art again in 
lace 1 ote ter, sne daw | ur midst! Oh that the year were ever Spring; 
0 bis | iat Hif’s pathway constantly bloomed with 
| rsof May! Novelty of double 
— and might we not all 
\ i yn isant Mav-dey 1 
- ah. ' | iliere ave few individual, that are not prepared 
Work is visi is he crumsous tue fair suminit © | testify from experience, to the spontaneous joy 
the flecce-ciad mountain ted by the ushering in of this buoyant period 
N ty is again on be ittasts| of the . How, after the dreary confinement 
| : 
Mt 4 }ofalong Winter, we unhesitatingly fling aside all 


al 
ces, and gladly bound forth with 


“1S} ( d ecstacy to kiss the bursting rose-bud, 
\ sand i \ | | thaia the fresh invigorating atmosphere, and 
up around us; jor a na | hearken to the first notes of the feathered warblers 
than Winter ! 2 Hot | ing! Undoubtedly, of all the seasonal va- 
to give the cx at ni ! ir itions, this change is the most acceptable. And 
curean bard « ave to Li Aid } vet with how little gratitude are its beauties ap- 
( Vides ut alta : a |preciated ? One deep plunge into the whirl of 
oracte, nee ja nea 3 | ashionable amusement, by the man of pleasure, 
wuves Fesu,ue | ‘a special care to the things of life by the deeply 
; : : . | : a ia jiuterested, and both arise completely surfeited. 
Satie tenonens: ‘ot nius | prepared to lay its attractions by, and welcome to 

Denrome qu mum Sa : their midst another change. 
O ‘Thalarehe, meruin Gota.”) It is to pass over from the summit to the 
—yet we can safely recommend the bright fire-| nd gliding speedily with a careless move- 
side to every reader. After a long series of eum- ment, we soon find ourselves seated upon the 

i 


J 
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green verdure which covers the pleasant vate, | 
: . > | 
surrounded with all the gentleness of playful | 


Summer. From this position we look at the rest | 


of the year with comparative dread; and imagine | 


our happiness would be complete, if but permitted 
to spend our days under the genial breath of the 
mild notus. What care we for the Winter’s howl, 
the flowers of Spring, or the riches of Autumn; is 
not Summer desirable above them all ? 

Thus flies the fancy, and. thus broods the ima- 


WHAT IS 


ARY MAGAZINE. 


gination relative to mortal happiness, on whose 
wings we might travel successively for years 5 but 
ere we go any farther we have one word particu- 
larly to the reader. Remember that our object 
has not been to show what man should be, but 
merely what he zs. And in thus ruminating over 
his errors in capile, is it by any means. strange 
that the moralist should have said, “ Man 1s a 
mystrny?” Verily, verily, Philosopliy, thou 
hast well said. 


LIFE? 


BY EDUARDO. 


W nat is life ? tis a siesta’s dream 
A voyage down a rapid stream; 
Varying as the shades that play 
Upon the waters in a cloudy day, 
Wien the sun can seldom glance 

Upon the laughing ripples, as they dance 
To themusie of a zephyr's breath 


Pittsburgh, Dee. 25, 1845 
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Whiatis tite? ath iy orira 


\ =} mvil 
Enamored is with'Time. and with him flown; 
A strangely tender and a transient f} r 
That buds and blooms and tades with nano 
A frail bark with feeble sparand riven sail 
Borne helplees a1 

Orie terpic >On ‘ ( 
Its cour-e and anchorage t Lo 


LBIY SPOT. 


BY MILO A. TOWNSEND 





Tis a hallowed spot—tor there have passed 
Such scenes of bliss and youthful joy ; 
Which cold oblivion ne’er can blast, 


Nor time from Menrry’s book destroy. 


There on that green and sunny hill. 
The hours of youth fled swiftly on ; 
And oit at the memory fondly trace 


Those moments now forever gone. 





And oft on feney’s sportive wing, 
[soar to that dear sacred spot, 
To hear the robin sweetly sing, 


“Mid wildwoods ne’er to be forgot. 


“Twas beautitul when morn awoke 


I pon the dew-bespangled lea: 


New Brighton. Pa, 


And when the sun with golden light 


Came smiling from the rosy sea, 


O then ‘twas sweet to roam among 
Those flowery hills and ivy bowers 
To listen, as the wild-bird sung 


Her anthem to the golden hours. 


And when the limpid stream was bright, 
Vith silver moonbeams sparkling o'er, 
O then “twas bliss—twas deep delight, 


To trip along that flowery shore. 


Adieu each haunt and shady dell, 
That brightand happy schoolboy spot; 
And you, my schoolmuasier, fare ye well 


lL fondly ask. forget me not! 
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REMINISCENCE OF 
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SETTLER’S 


CRAWFORD CO., PA. 


RIFLE. 


BY A LISTENER. 


When we choose to consume the tedium of a 
few brief moments in preparing a sketeh of the 


times gone by, and which is intimately connected | 


with the progress of civilisation and improvement, | 


we derive a vast proportion of satisfaction from 


our task, as well as a goodly share of knowledge 
relating to the difficulties and dangers which 
lingered around the path of the innovating pio- 


‘ - aie } 
neer. Manv are the hat-breadth 


adventures 
which we find on record illustrative of the settler’s 
life, when in quest of a new home; and some of 
those incidents are not ouly truths in the abstract, 
but fully prove to whet extent our fathers were 
exposed in penetrating the vast wildernesses 
cities, to st 


where now ar eure a future home for 


ao + 4 1! x ance an y ° ca thas 

their offspring. Ilow much deep interest is there 
oe ee te. ' . {" 

blend lwith ithe recitai of tiese nerretives of sul- 

bering, ANA NOW CoOlparausveiy da ua ve the 

ae — ‘* Pee ee os coun hin er } 1y | “lm 
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as a recoinpense for what they endured. but as 


all are, to a greater or less degree, acquainted 


wiih the primitive history of Pennsylvania, we 
shall forbear further remarks on this part of our 
subject, and proces d to the incident before us. 

Endowed with a peculiar love for story-telling, 
we prepared ourseli, one cool evening in the latter 
part of November, to pay a visit to an old and 
valued friend, for the purpose of listening to some 
stories from the lips of the veteran, and who, by 
the bye, possessed a knack unsurpassed, even by 
many who are considered excellent. 

The fire was blazing upon the well-worn hearth, 
the family group seated fami‘arly areund it, 
whilst, on each happy face, sweet smiles sat um- 
pire, imparting a glow of pe 


H : 


’ 
acefulness to all. 
ie cray-hatred father, in his old arm-chair, in 
their midst, looked the very picture of gladness 


and contentment. Upon the oaken mantle stood 
the old fashioned clock, whilst its rezular tickings 
told of 


man I had taken my seat, 


the passing Behind the old 


and waited with be- 


moments. 


coming 


i 


‘ ay 
ject of his 


tience, until he would broach the sub- 


conversation, 


* Weil,” began he, «I presume you are all 
Waiting for my promised story.” 

“Yes!’? was the acquiescence uttered from 
every lip. All was profoundly silent. 

“Tn early times,” continued he, “when the 
country was but poorly settled, I conceived a 
Then I 
resided in Philadelphia, and experienced much 
difficulty in the obtainance of a livelihood ; for 


my family was numerous, 


notion of seeking a home farther west. 


and."most of the chil- 
dren young—knowing that, until they would ar- 
rive at maturer years, | would not expect much 
immediate 





assistance from them in a city ; and 
satisfied that if 1 were located on a small piece of 
land, they could help me considerably. Accord- 
ingly L bundled up whatever we could convenient- 

carry with us li I had 


itahle portions of the country 


i our wagon, and started. 


to settle in; and alter long journeys, meanwhile 
incurring the umerous dangers attendant on 
such a pilgrimage, I arrived at, and settled on the 


spot where the town of Meadville now stands. 
Around me were numerous ludians, but who were 


on terms of frtenas 


hip with me, and through 


whose aid I was shortly enabled to become a tiller 


of tie soil. I was, therefore, happy. 


“Previous to leaving Philadelphia, | had pur- 
This 
was productive of much envy on the part of the 
Indians. 


a beautiful silver-mounted rifle. 


Ofientimes I was engaged in shooting 
at a mark with some of the red men, and my 
faithful rifle never failed to send the bullet into 
the centre of the target. I succeeded in excelling 
them all, and their next desire was to become 
owners of the gun. | was unwilling to part with 
my faithful piece, and displaying this determina- 
tion, I saw evinced among some of them a resolu- 
tion, which satisfied me, was intended to convey 
This 
placed me on my guard, so that I might be always 


on the alert, in case of exigency. 


' 


the idea, that the rifle should be theirs. 


, 
il 


I'he winter season was fast approaching, and 


L was compelled to shoulder my gun, for the pur- 





—_— 


pose of procuring wild meat f 


this season. A sli 








considered an intimation to begin my hard tas] 

Accordingly I started forth early in the morning 
and traversed the woods for near! hour with- 
out discovering anv game. Presently I was bless- 
ed wiih the sight ofa fine buck, standing erect 
all his majesty. Instantly I leveled my gun t 
fire, when his glancing eyes detected me, 22 

quick as Jightnin 2d through the for- 
est in a westerly dit I presumed, from the 
course Which he bad taken, that he would be like- 





ly to cross the path which [ had pursued in 


pe 
morning. 
ed back to “ head him,” as he crossed. 


’ + 
ys ‘ 


fuot prints alongside of my own, and 


where my track had been desert wm 


the pursuer’s leading off in a contra 


me, and I resolved to proceed no tui 


satisfied of the truth oi my presazings. 


ing my person among some clusteriz 


near by, I awai 


; | patiently the com: 
ticipated foeman. I was not ke 

pense. A few minutes had only ela; 
looking forward, [ perceived a tall, -ava 


Indian, advancing. 


retaining my presence of mind, | wat 


maneuvers closely. Now standing on 


} 
t 


would glance carefully about, and then 


In the hou! 





fins ofacienr, carkeve 
Oecr whic ade of a silken ‘ash 
The mischicfmuaking god & 
There bends his Low. his arrows flv, 
And his sweet, low laugh. tel eth t 


From whence ond where the arrow flew 
In the twining ringlet of so!t black hair 


‘That wv 





WAYS UPON ANCE as lat 
As alabaster, he findeth there atu 
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urgh, Dec. 25, 16843 


Therefore, to secure my game, 
Thad not 
retraced my steps far, when I discovered other 
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is were evident, 
at if | ywed him the least 


in atteining his pure 


y ihat to preserve my own 
essitated trike while the 
I a the unesring 
: toucl th tremulous 
rer | nother 
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a i uel a elimnee of : 
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hoa gh! a 
( \ pDiove intal to 
{ 
e en ats y and I 
. t 
° ii Fol 
{ 
t t \ a! | 
“ ‘ 
‘ k, I ph ‘ to- 
' 1 y ery 
a i wey dlie a ah i) an 
he « it S t ‘ i \ f] cd On 
isted no proof, ! Was ever 
r th transaction. My rifle, 








UM 





"Wi Ty oy ¥ ’ wr >» Ty ¢ wy 4 ) ‘ t 
i Fa & RI G ia fo Ok tole Wipe © R SH. 
LY NED rLl s SATLOR 
We were standing along, under easy sail, ene | cape, pretty well in under the land, near enough 
M } Y P Es } , oi 1.5 to y , s¢ «6earetl ha y } 6 
morning, between the isle of Pines and ©; pe wt O { tiish ebjects upon it, with the Spy glass; 
Antonio, a favorite cruizing ground and hi! 1 er a light spread of canvass, keeping a bright 
} 5 
P at ¢ rc H a 1 ant ae —_ Pea si 
place of the last remnants of the buccaneers, whe, | look-out from the mast-head. Just as the sun 


in the early part of the seventeenth century, held 
Poi 1d dominion over these seas and the ad 
undisputed dominion over ese seas and the aa- 


jacent islan Is; and were not only upheld by the r 


peeped over the top of “] 


| Sierra de Mariel,” 
the gn 


‘ay curtain of twilight from the sur- 


ounding view, the man at the foretop mast-head, 


countenance of public opinion, but were aided and | sung out, * Sail, ho.” « Where away ?” was the 
abetted by power and rank. euick response through the trumpet from the 

Charles the Second, Kine of Great Britain. not juarterede k. Broad on the larboard bow, sir.” 
only deigned to rece} a share of the pr of | \ t she look like?” « A foretopsail 
their piratical captures, but appointed Henry Mor- 0 ’ sir, Baltimore built, sir, by the rake of 
gan, the most celebrated and desperate freebooter | her spars and the cut of her canvass.” « Which 
of his age, to be the deputy-covernor and licu- | way isshe standing 1” + s heading off a little 
tenant-general of the island of Jamaica. How- to leeward of our course, sir’ “ Young gentle- 
ever, soon after the achievement of American Iu-' man, report a strange sail in sight to Captain 
dependence, all nations seen to feel the neces-. Babbit, and tell Mr. Pipes to turn the hands up 
sity of carrying on a war of extermination against to sl out t . Quarter-master, luff her 


these lawiess “sea kings,’ as they sometimes 

4 iat . 1 > 
termed themselves; and the exertions of the Amer- 
ican and English forces particularly, were reward- 


ed by their success in ridding tie 
Tal le {¢ POY : y 

d8.anuds OF wnese scouress upo 
even to the present day, there are some of this 


kind, who, in the hiding places so lavishly scat- 


1 —_ ae . : thee e" 
tered about these latitudes dame nature, lurk 
y ’ » —. —_— 
in safe concealment, from thence carting forth 
upon the unsuspecting and unarmed merchant- 
man, who falls a hely v to their favorit 
and terri acace, ‘ ¢ 1 men tell no taies. 
Ifow often do we see the accounts of vessels be- 
ing lost at 1 ana never heard o.; of th Lip 
y 4 B.S els 1 ‘ | - . 
fora port at which they never arrive 5 and 18 1S 
laid to the storm and the tempest. Let them 
; > ‘ : 
“snin such yarns to ‘sogers, sailors wont be- 
' +! "2. 2 wishin - freoa 
jleve tacn OUT GQeSLTL on vi more iree.y an 


fiercer in the breasts of these hell- 


} , ; 
taught miscreants, than she docs on the sweep- 


ing blast of the hurricane. ‘The storm may spare 
some, plank or spar that, floating, will bear a his- 


tory to those bereaved, by its fell work, but the 


pirate destroys every atom and sign that may rise 
as a witness against him. But pardon me, ship- 


- 
wilue. 


mate; [ am steering 


We were running down along the shore for the 


; the white can- 


Vass be Vie a from eve ry sper. As we hauled out 
from the land, the wind which had come in puffs 


hulls blew strong and sieady, the eld craft 


began to shake herself, and our wake to whiten 
The 


foam that flew from her prow. 


skipper mounted the mizzen rigging, and after a 
} ’ 4 tes ¢ vy + “sr ] s% P 
long icok at the stranger, muttered to himself, 
‘The bloody ‘ * and turning to our first 
{ ‘ = tm } 11} , 10 i 4 Since ds- 
a in foreign service.) ordered 
Fd 

, 
Lt » “cra every thread there was aboard, 

. ;, ‘ 

id x ting his old station on the poop, took 
the bearings of the « >with a compass, and 
commenced hurriedly pacing up and down with 
Sie PM ee CM meng DIRE Sg ‘indeed sucsireh ts 
His LANncs eipow cee p Ih hls a-jJacket por Aci a 

: ‘ } wthine + o« 
habit of his whenever avything pleased him. In 


the meantime a reefer, sent aloft to watch the mo- 
tions of the strange craft, sung out, in his shrill 
tones, that the stranger had set a flying maintop- 


o ; . : - : ~ 9 . 
sail and a foreskysail, and wes hauling up more 
i the wind. “ Brace in a little—tauchten the 


haw-.li = }4 
Hbow-lines; ana t 


he stranger’s maneuver was met. 
‘The old Boston was the crack ship of the station, 
r off her eleven knots, but 


and was now bowling 


she did not seem to hold more than her own; and 
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as the old shipper would throw his eye from theyup in full view, in order to avoid our pursuit 
compass to the chase, we could see that he was}among the numerous coral reefs in that vicinity. 


»| But in the freshening breeze and heavy chop sea 


rot 


not satisfied. “Mr. Moore, we must trim the shi 


. and we } 





toe shia f er ‘ ot eee . peer 

for this fellow ; he has got long legs; just run the jour superiority became evident 1 
i ry . * ot 1° ] i ’ c ' ? 

two for’ard guns aft, and start four or five of the him hull up before the sun had set 


Labe i 4 t af Le 


foremost water-tanks.” “ Aye, aye, sir,” was the 


4 + $3. 
“1S We neured lilm our sus 


icions of his piratical 





ready answer, and soon thic craft seemed in a bet-|ehars ‘fer almost assumed 
e ? 


the shape of certainty. 


ter humor, for she lifted more lichtly over the | He was very long, lis black hull lay low in the 


waves, and the old skipper’s eye brightened, as he |water, his : pars were of uncommon rake and 
raised his hand to his mouth in the shape of ¢ |leneth, and his canvass of reat hoist, and cut 
speaking trumpet and hailed, “ Mast-head there, | very square, while the general seaman-like appear- 
does she ris -] any ” Yes, sir, ] can see down fahes of his ri roi a and the superior management 


to her foreyard now, and a square one it is, sir.” [of his craft seemed to give a character to the com- 
The breeze continually freshened, and the shi lod 


mancder, of a knowledge of his business, which 


began to groan under the press of sai!, while the j might make our proposed intimate acquaintance 


lighter spars bent like hoop-poles, as she drove | not only unpleasant but troublesome. It was 
with increased speed through the water. “ Welnear midnight when we got pr tty well up with 
ran t stand this much longer, sir,” said the licu-{him, and in the clear moon'icht, he looked as if 
tenant to the captain. If we don’t take in nC nearly ncavy as we were, and though there 
of the light canvass soon, the wind will save usiwere no ports visible in his dark side, we knew 
the trouble.” « Very well, sir,” was the imper-|how easy a mask of that kind could be assumed. 
turbable answer. “If she can’t carry, she must}™o far not a soul had been scen moving ehout her 
drag it.” We were now slowly but surely eain-|decks, but now a tall, muscular-leckine form was 
ing on the stranger, who seemed to be pitching | seen on the weather bulwarks, nl roninst the 
and laboring heavily in the seaway under too! main-shrouds, apparently scanniny attentively. 
much canvass, and was evidently doing her best) Long since our crew had been silentiv mustered 
to get away from us. The wind had now in-|/at quarters, the mazezines were ovence. the cree 
creased to a juvenile gale, and the waves tossed |tings pul on, th s distiibuted, battle lanterns 
the spray fore and aft as we snorted on, dashing |ichted, guns leaded with roune ‘pesshot, 


them aside with our wedce-like bows, and cari 


S \ =i i ( } t running- 
ing, in nautical language, “a big bone in ourjout tackles manned, qnarter-gunn ady with 
teeth.” The quick startling crash and the whip-| their pert fires, and the bourders with their pikes 
ping of canvass in the air, told the realization of |and cutlasses elustercd around the filerail. As 
the lieutenant’s prophecy, as the thice topgallant!we crew slowly up, not a breath o nd was 
masts went by the board, a: d the seils streamed | heard except ihe deshine of the water ueainst the 
in thin ribbons from the yards, but in a few sec! bow, and thet or f ls th 

onds the lumber was cleaved away, and the ship) spars, and on the tiptoe of is e waited 


eased from the lofty ceavass which made‘her | ur 
too much, Jost nothing of her speed in pistol-shot of the st: sail still all b 


The stranger now seemed to feel thet she was|the dead-silenee of the « > but sucdd 





H tiie rave Dut sucaeniv ata 
staggering under too licavy a load, and took in! given signal our ports were let fall, the ran 
her royals and a single reef in her topsails, over! ovt, and as we stood there in dreadful anxi { 

which she set topgailant sails; but to no use. The| waiting and expecting the « aud havoe of 
old Boston seemed to uphold the character she|a broadside, owr commander raised his ipet, 
had ever held, that of never being beaten on a! jineing clear and loud in the stillness. « Seles ner 
close-hauled stretch. As is the case in th lat-lahoy 1" » Tilioo, alloy, back again,” was the ree 
itudes, the sky was cloudless, and perfectly ch ponse, in a strong nesal accent. © Whoare you, 
except a misty appearan “ Well, 1 guess, I'm 
ward, which was regarded unt.” «© What's the 
acles as a sign of a capfull is she from? and 
lows. Night was now appr ted the captain time 
stranger seemed to be hauli er, Tog : ‘5 
Corientes, the high cliffs of hers hnitten work 
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if you're goin to be so tarnal sassy and snipshus 
about it.” « Heave to, sir, instantly, or Dil sink 
you,” was his only answer ; ad as he proceeded 
to obey the orders, he angrily sung out, * Seein 
as how you’ve got them tarnal buil-dogs there, 
grinnin at a feller, Pil stop her, but [ tell you what 
it is, if I don’t tell our Congress when I git to 


“« Mr. 


Buntline, take the first cutter, and ten men, and 


hum, there’s no snakes in Virginny. 


. 


said the Capiain. “ See 


” 


go aboard that craft 
that you are all well armed. If there is the 
least sign of treachery, pull out of the way of the 
shot, and Vil spoil his countenance.” 

In a few minutes the boat was lowered away, 
and manned, and I took my scat in the stern 
sheets, with a mind full of ideas about the various 
ruses practised by pirates, and as I neared his 
black, ill-looking craft, a chi!l came over my body 
when I thought how easily he could give us a cold 
bath, by dropping a shot or two through the thin 
planks of our boat. However, as I neared the 


; ‘ masnnslatint al ee 
side, and found an accommodation ladder passed 


over, and side-ropes thrown out, [ thought that if 


our throats were to be cut, it would be politely 
done. 


A 
raw-boned, red-haired, djve Yuiee, walked up to 
‘ ’ » ¥ } vo 
me, in a manner that seemed to say, Pm at hoine, 
and said, « Wall, 


$ , 52 
what do vou want cut of nie! 


P | Sa . = ’ } 
serious a manner eas 1 could assume, i answered 
him by inquiring the name and business of his 
l 


vessel, which I found to be the “Jemima and 


Jehu,” returning from a trading voyage to the | 


Vindward Islands, loaded with fruit, Sugar, and 
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Creation! whatinysterics quietly slumber 
Within thy broad bosoin. tor ages concear a! 


What gems of sublimity! Worlds without number! 


1} t { . tr } r nrevenlod 
Roll on in their tar distant spheres, unrevealed. 


A thonsand springs secretly move on their duty, 
First formed by the hand of the mighty Supreme, 
Whilst nan, overnwed by their sott, melting beauty, 
Looks mutely on all as anev'ry-day dream! 
The victim of pride may aspire to rule o’er thee, 
And vainly conceit thine array to command ; 
Yet each trembling heart must fall helpless betore thee 


When moved by the touch of thy powertul hand! 


The seasons in harmony change at thy pleasure, 
And flowers and iruits by thy handiwork grow , 
' 


One vear brings another. when filled of its measure. 


' 


\s wave tollows wave o’er the stream’s gentle ow! 


| had many a hearty laugh afterw: 


ADDRESS. 45 


rum. On my replying to his inquiry as to who 
aud what we were, he burst out into a hearty 
laugh. “ Why, mister, du yu know what I took 
yu for?” « What, pray?” « Why, I thort 
yu was one of them tarnal British sea-sarpents, 
whots got the right of sarch aboard—and I wunt 
stand nun of their sarce, no how they can fix it— 
and as long as I can use my legs, or stand up on 
my deck, they shan’t put that tarnal critter abeard 
my droger. Why did’nt our Dan talk to that 
tarnal old big wig, Assburting, rizht up, and tell 
him he shoun’t stick his blarsted right of sarch 
aboard eny craft, that carried the gridiron at the 
truck! Now, I'll jist tell yu what it is, mister, 
I’m nation glad to see yu, cos I didn’t think that 
the Britishers could lay a keel that would over- 
hall our Jemima, for she’s a leetle the slickest 
beast that ever drink’d salt water. She’s got the 
purtiest bows, the handsomest waist, and the 
cicanest starn that ever was or ever will be. Now, 
I could een amost treat all hands on yu capting; 
and you may jist cram your pockets as chock full 


of them there oranges as you like, and I don’t 


| grudge ’em a bit; neow, that’s sartain.” And 


Ee - a j 
wing over the side, a grum-i00K Ng, 


thus ended our chase of the piraie, at which we 
] 






rweras, aS we con- 
tinued oureruise. Dear readers, (especially such 


| of you as are of the rig feminine, ) I now take my 
. ss ye | . 
mister, what are yu goin to du neow ? With as | 


leave of you, pro tempore, as the lawyers say, 
promising to continue my yarns from time to time, 
as I lay here in snug harbor, keeping all watches 
below hatches. 


Pittsburgh, Jan. 1844. 


CARRIER’S ADDRESS. 


The toesin has wafted its eloquent thunder! 
Abroad through the land floats its echoing chime; 

Again are we called to contemplate with wonder 
The swift leap triumphan:. of galloping Time! 

And who that has looked. as he artfully glided, 
Can tell what it is his design to fulfil? 

Ah, none! for his lL ght, first in secret confided, 
Remains to mank-nd a dark mystery still! 


A century past, and our happy land nourished 
The beautiful blush of the wilderness rose ; 


ihe wide-spreading oak in his mightiness flourished, 


And with his boughs sheltered the Redman’s repose. 


The cliff-monarch high in the heavens escorted 
His newly fledged young, as a proud victor’s train ; 
With light fleeting cloudlets they playtully sported, 


Then slowly sunk down to their homestead again ! 
























KRARY MAGAZINE. 


’ Thin Grr “or ra 














, The wild beast. unharmed in his pathway, proceeded, |} The Seu Ss pride in their prize contr ons 
: tis rude s la.r was his family throne ; And Nature bows down to ART’s conquering | 
my . } . j 
The snowy white iawn skipped the forest unheeded— |! 
The Inp1an stood in his glory alone! | ‘Tis here that machinery’s busy rotat‘ons 
t ixtend to the helpless a worthy employ; 
las' that spneace shonid he Anniany dad + | , aT) a ’ = ‘. 
} ae that + pene FRE be consouided ; | Providing full well, ’mid its varied vocations, 
' fis tme-honored dyna ‘erthrown: ‘ " : as . we 
ik agile car so , ; ees | A task tor the light-hearted Carrizr Boy! 
f A foreign usurper h's borders surrounded, | 
And basely his heritage ¢lauued as the'r own! Phe’ hovel. the na'ace. he visits torethey 
i 1" ma “TH ; Snd knows no distinetion throughout the vast throne: 
i The goddess of Liberty mourned the intrus’on vnd knows no d ction throughout the vast throng; 
{ W ith pity, as sorrow a pure bosom filis; A srough siorm aud through sunshuue, and cold p.ereing 


She flew to the fight, drove the toe in contusion, weather, 








And planted her standard upon the green hills! Is constantly heard h's untiring song. 
4 Long years have roiled by since those scenes have tran- INTELLIGENCE, onward with lightuing’s speed wafted, 
; spired, Both useful and rare, ever herala’s his tread; 
And what a bright picture springs up in ihe view! The world’s news bj gether ingra.ted, 
f A flourishing city, in splendor attired, | And speedily through the community spread. 
( Now stands where the thorn and the wild brier 
" h grew! lie humbly appea s to his gencrous patroi 
{ ‘ Who ne‘er yet have scorned his petition to hear; 
{ts numberless fabrics, and grand institut’ons, And cheeriully wishes both lovers and matrons, 
Alone by the strength of the TEgnseg lence stand ; A happy “God specd” through the opeuing year! 
r) 
GIVE ME MUSIC. 
\ iii 


ho Give me music! Give me mus'c! Once I sat in lonels ence, 
Cheer my heart with songs of bliss Mu Whiet vaiers roll 

f Of the heart grows sad and weary Deeper than the twilie@ht shadows 
' In a troubled world like this | Was the da: sol my) : q 
. T Wake the spir't-sounds that hover Then I heard the sound of s nging | 





Round the harp’s melod'ous strings. Mar acr aeien 
Let the soothing strains be wafied on 


Softly on the zephyr’s w 


me <a 
















; Give me music! Give me music! Give me music! Give me musie! 
: Lo! the placid moon is bright: 1 have {eit its soothing power, 

: Round her stand the stars of heaven, When my spirit, bound in sorrow, 
‘ . 


} Watching in the stilly night. Passed a painful triat-hour. 


"T 


Then, O then, the ministration 


Hark! the autumn winds arisins 
' In the leafy forest, moans. Of the generous soul of song, 


Now, again, the earth. in silence Checked the rising waves of passion, 


Watcheih for thy coming tones. Ise unl led, wild, 





Once, in early life, I wandered 
; O’er the green and flowery glade, 





Then I paused to hear the murmur FX 


/ That the falling waters made. 







*Mid the crimson clouds of morning. : Sir'ke the harp! let softest numbers 


Sirk 1 
Pealed the song soclear and high. Move its quivering chords along. 


These, said J, are nature’s minstre!s, Strike the harp! thou sm jing mnsirel! 


Minstre!s of the earth and sky. Give me music: Give me song: 









TO READERS. 








In the present number will be found the commencement of a series of sketches of the Florida war, 


by one who was an cye-witness tu mosi of the scenes of blood in the ill-fated Seminolo war. They, 


no doubt, will be found interesting to our readers. 
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Tue very flattering success which has attended the publication of this work, hasinduced tad 
proprietor to issue it in a still more improved style. 

An ofiginal embellishment will accompany each number in future. And, that the werk miny 
entirely comport with its title and be strictly western in its character, the embellishmenw will be 
composed of a series of IntusTrations or Waster Scenery, Views, ure. ‘ 

With the additional interest given the work in this way; together with, the recular  appe drones 
of articles from the pens of the principal writers of talent in the West, it is presumed that 18 ¢ed 
wmns may not only be found interesting but highly instructive and useful. 

Each number will contain at least twenty Sour pages, printed on new and beautiful type, « u 
pressly procured. 

THE CONTENTS as heretofore will consist entirely in origitthl articles, comprising ‘Fules, 
Basays, Poetry, Sketches, &«. ° 

TERMS—One Doxrar a year in advance; or to CLUBS, six corres will be sent for $6 00 
or THINTEEN coprzs. for . . $10,p0 

The money remitted by mail. at the risk of the publisher will secure the arrival of the work. 


Qpilt will bo recollected wo postage need be paid on the remittance of the money, by having 
the Postmaster enclose the amount and frank the letter. 


ap Postmasters generally are requested to act as agents. Address » 


A. W. PATTERSON, 
Pittsburgh, Pe. 


oz 


LOCAL AGENTS. 

J. Buarz, Cadiz, O. J. A. Brus, St. Augustino, Florida. W.M.Coox, Greensburgh, Pa, 
A. Haan, Charleston, 8.0. C. B. Ban, Blairsville, Pa. Joun V. Camrnext, Baton, O. 

H. M. Patnrxn, Kittanning, Pa. 


TRAVELING AGENTS. 


A. 3. Tagmevcs, Rozreat F. Rexp, J. A. H. Goovns. 


4. 4. ANDERSON, TRINTRS, CORNER OF MAREBT OND THIRD STREETS, 
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